himself and his own destiny. He had become a burglar to trample upon his destiny.
If he had killed - on this point he had made no definite confession to Quinette ; but in the course of his conversation the thing had gradually become clear - if he had killed, it was only at the last moment, when his victim tried to stop him, to deprive him of his " booty," as the paper called it, He had thought himself lost and, above all, robbed in his turn. He had seen no way out except murder.
This act of self-defence, crazy though it was, might have something to be said for it. The plea, for that matter, was commonplace. But Quinette was persuaded that Leheudry had done nothing to avoid it, that he had seized the opportunity with a kind of feeling of satisfaction, and that the sight of blood had not been unpleasant to him. Sheer perversity, in short. The stuffing of the jacket and the piece of doth into the parcel of books was another proof of it. Though he had, perhaps, no particular horror of perversity and cruelty, Quinette was conscious that he did not like them. In any case, he did not understand them.
Quinette realised that in connection with the " deed " he was now freely using the words " crime," cc murder," ec murderer/* It was because, since this morning, all this was authorised.
" How could I have been such a fool as to say to myself that there were crimes like this which were never found out ? Sluggishness of thought. Confusion of categories. A poisoning may remain concealed. So, conceivably, may a murder committed inside a family, which the complicity of members of it masks as accident or suicide. But the ordinary crime, committed by an outsider, is bound to come to light. This crime was bound to be discovered. My common sense ought to have told me so."
In short, an event of this kind might remain, for a longer or shorter time, in a first zone : that of unknown crimes ; but it passed sooner or later into a second: that of known crimes, with unknown criminals. What had happened

